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N Tom Prios asked Laues Nalden Lo marry him ha oot Farth fe
Nar ‘he Iailowing account of his fortune

“In twe things,” he msid, “l am & multl.milltonalrein love
As far am aotual conh gosn, Fys nearly saven handrad

Sallare. An for prospecie a faliriy eMelant young arahitect ought

o be able 1o plok up & livine, aven In & small up Hiats town ke thia

| sak is & ehancs And, some day or
Perhaps & mare marcanary girl

Al
other, that chanes (o hound to somas”
than laura would have hemtianted &

long tima bafors nking her lifa 1o & man of sieh meagra prospecta. It
Laura Belden was anything hul marcanary,

Te her Tom Pricn was the handsomest, tha claversal, tha most won
derful man In all the world, Mha never for enes moment doutitad hin future
succesn as an architect or At any other pursult lo which ha might eara o

turn his genius
Bo they wers marrisd

They sot up light housskeaplng In & Hny houss that Laura mads very

protty and homelike, And Tom spent
office with fts glaringly new asign Wi
maks him rich and famous

The orders, It in true, scemed in no
hurry to arrive. But Tom walted
hopefully. An for Laura, phe outdid

Tom himself in the art of haping. It
would not have surprised her ot all
to learn, any iday, that her waondertul
wushand had secured s contract to
dealgn a cathedrul; or at the very
jeast A pork KIng's rummer nalace,

Meantime, she went on with the
study of musie, which she had taken
up long before her marriage, Bhe hnd
a really unusual lyric soprano volee,
And Prof. Hargeni, her teacher,
prophesied a great career for her,

Tom was tremendously proud of his
pretty little wife's ainging. He never
tired of listening to 1t; even when
she spemt half an hour at & tline
practising uninteresting scales and
detached bita of difficult phrasing.

But when Sargen! apoke of a carcer
for her the bridegroom would scowl
and say tersely:

“l can support my wife, thanks,
without sending her out to be ogled
hy an audience of strangers”

At last emmne Tom's longed-for
“chance” A small office bullding was
golng up at the corner of Temple
And Maple Streets. And, among ff-
teen architects' bida for the job, Tom
Price’'s was chosen,

Ho was radlant swith delight. He
resolved that that achieap fAva-atory
sdifice whould serve as a model of

. beauty and efMiclency for the whole

city,

Day and night he lahored over the
tank.

As the bullding's unsightly frame-
fout by foot, he and
Laura used to gnae upon It in sllent
rapture, as at u falry castle,

' One morning as the P'rieea sal at
the breakfast table Laura sald rathoer
wintfully:

“You aren't the only member of this
family who has a chance, Tom, Only
you can take advantage of yours. And
1 have to reject mine.”

“What do you mean? asked ‘I'om,
looking up curioualy from some notes
be waws scribbling on the back of an

' envelopa.

“Yenterda; when 1 went to [rof.
Sargent for my lesson,” sald Laurs,
“he made me a splendid offer, lie
wants me Lo o on a concert tour”

*“Concert tour?" echoed Tom, frown-
ing. *“Nonsense!"

"I was afrald you'd msay »o0,” whe
nighed, “I told him you wouldn't ul-
low me to, He was ever so disaps
pointed. e sald 1t was one oppor-
tunity in & thousand. You know i'sul
Legrund, the componer,

“No," snapped Tom, "and 1 don't
want to, He has the naine of mak-
ing love to every woman undor fifty
and over fifteen, I've no use oy ludy.
killers.”

“1 mean,” she corrected, “you know
his work. You llke his songa too,
Prof. Bargent has given me doxens of
them to learn. e says they fit my
volce better than any others and |
sing them beller than any other so-
prano.”

“You aing everything better
any one else can, lttle girl” puc in
Tom, "And"

“And yesterday,” continued Louras,
“Mr, Legrand happened to Lo at the
Bargent studio when 1 wan taking iy
lesson. Frof, Sargent made mie sng
severnl of his songs, nnd Mr. Legrand
went wild over the way I sang them.”

“The puppy!" grunted Tom. "Of
jourse, he'd"———

“Then he called Prof. Bargent
aside” went on Laura, “and they
whispered together for a long time,
Then Prof. Bargent eame back 1o me
a=4 pald that Mr. Legrand is plan-
ning to finance a concert tour to push
the sale of his own sougs and that
he has been Jooking everywhere for
the right noprano to sing them. As
scon as he heard me he declded no
one can fdo Justine to the songs as |
ean. And he wants me to make the
tour. He's to play the accompani-
ments himself, The tour starts In
two months, Oh, Tom.'" she fininhed,
in childlike appeal “cun't | go? |
want to, so much!”

Tom Pries came around

thiun

to hia

widhit hours a day in his chaap Hitls
iting for the big orders that wers to

risen.  1fe put hisg arma tenderly
around her as he mads anawer:

“Mwesthentt, | feal lika a brute 1o
refuse you anything in the world
And if it wera roally for your hapid
ness, | owonlin't atand In your way
for one momont,  Toat 1t isn't, dear
The truly happy womnan s the woiman
with 4 home and a hushand of her
own, Not the woman who must
knock sround the ecountry on atufMy
trains and sleep in oheap hotels, plok-
Ing up a llving as & singer or an
actross, Can't you understand that?
It would spoll our swest home-life,
It would separate us for weaks at a
thme, It 1sn't am though | couldn't
support you comfortably, Now that
my chance has coms, wo'll ba well off
—for people of our age. And 1 want
you at home with me™

“Iust am you sey, Tom," ahe axrecd,
meekly,

"Hesliden,” lLia added, In reluctant
confesalon, “I'm ashamed to say I'm
Jealous.  Morribly Jealoun. 1 won't
have you touring the country with a
Don Juan lke Legramnd, singing for a
lot of lesring men, and assoclating
with manangers and preas agentr and
critica who would be forever trying
te make love to you, I won't share
your boauty and your volee with the
public. Let 1t go at that, Httle aweet-
heart of minae. Try to forget your
willy dream of becoming & sccond
Sombrich, 'l make It up to you,
somehow."

He Kissed her goodby and hurried
oft for his morning Inspection of the
new bullding.

Laura looked from ths window,
watching untll he was out of sight.
Then she turned back to her house-
hold dutles. She felt no rancor, uo
fretfulness, no rebelllon, at the de.
cislon whioh put an end to her career.
Tom had saild it. Therafore, It must
be right. IMor Tom was always right,

Yot mhe carried a heavy heart all
morning as she realizged the hope she
must throw away.

Sha carried s far haavier heart
during the weoka that followed, For,
at noon, Tom Price was brought home
to her om a streteher—asnselcns, in-
ert, terribly Injured. The ambulance
surgeon who escorted the stricken
man told Laura the story of the ace
cldent,

Tom had been standing on an up-
per floor framework, watlching tho
unloading of an elavatorful of brick
nnd mortar when the elevator rope
broke.

A workman who was atlill in the
elevator had leaped for the senffold-
Ing to save himself from a fall. Tom
hind wprung forward to calch him.
The workman's convulsively outfiung
hands had drugged Tom from his pre-
carlions balunece at the edge of the
elevator shaft, Together, the two
men hud fallen to the ground foor.

Hoth had been picked up uncons
acious, Tom had recovernd his senses
long enough to whisper a demand
that he b twahen home instead of to
the hospital, 3

The surgeon reported that Price's
right leg had doubled under him In
the fall, sustaining a compound fruo-
ture in two places. Also that ke wans
a mass of contuslons and abrasions.
and might pevhaps be injored lntes-
nally as well

Laura Instulled Lerself as assistant
fo the two tralned nyrses the family
doctor  brought, Mpecialists  were
callod in to Adetermine the extent of
the internal huris, And the dreary
routing of slokroom !fe begun.

The once cheery little home beoame
a hompitnl For a fortnight Tom
seemed to vaclllite hetween Nife and
death, Then his other injuries yield-
ed to medieal care, leaving cinly the
doubly broken right leg to curn for,

Taura, for the first time, suffered
herself 1o draw a long breath of re-
lief now that the danger was passed,
But w new worry eame to replice the
old, No person of moderais means,
who hus known a long siege of [nsss,
will nend te be told that this new
worry ook on a financial form

Doatora, HUrgCOns, spocinlists,
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Picture

An Interesting Baerion of Pathe Photoolaye
Nov/ Being Presented at the Leading Motion
heatros In Greater New York.
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Wa hiave sach other” ahe eom-
fartag him And”

A rinm st the Aoarbel] (nterrupted
har MAs anawared 'he pummaong, 44
mitting 1™, men,

Tom recognised tha alder of itha
twa vigitore ge Professcr Margent, his
wife'n singing teacher. Tha younger
was A sHRingly handscins  man,
pearcaly WMty poars old and with &
groceful, aelf anmursd mannar whiok
Jnreed on 1"rios,

Tavurn  weleomed 'The peweomers
vordinlly.  Frof Hargent was warmly
pympathetle In Ka greoting of the In-
valid, Lavura Introduced the stranger
to Tom as “Mr. Paul Legrand*
hustiand found difficuity In making
hievinelf harely clvll 1o the componsp,
He hnted [agrand st sight Ha 414
not know why., It woaa ons of thoss
widdon antipathics sa hard to axplain
wnd an much harder to oversame,

I'eof. Bargent enme at ones to tha

L T E S

“l DID IT," SBAID TOM. “I'M READY TO PAY.”

sull 1t? You wers so fond of 1t. And
you needed It a0 in your practising.”

“There won't be any more practis-
Ing Just now,” she told him. *I have
stopped my music lossons.”

"Hut I don't understand,” he stam-
merad. “They meant so much to you,
They and your plano.’

“Pear,” she  sald, softly; “they
mennt nothing to me—nothing ht all—
comparod to your precious self, Our
money ran out., You had to have the
right foud, the right medicines, the
right nursing. Thoere was only one
thing left to do. Ko | gave up my
expensive music lessons. And 1 sold
my expensive plano,. When the plano
money 1s gone 1 will try to Agure out
some new way to meet cxpenses until
vou are strong enoujgh to work again,®

A misl of tears arose in the ayes of
the Jliness-weak=ned man.

“¥ou wacriflced your beloved plane
for me!" he muttered brokenly, “Oh,
daviing, how ecan 1 ever make up to
you for that 7"

"Ry not thinking abaut 1t any long
er”t was her ry replys Yand by
getting well agnin os soon a8 You can,
Tho dector says you will be able to
witlk In ancther month oF #o,  lan't
that splendid ™

AL he sadd with Bltter sadness,
“in the mean Uow 1 e hero like a
dog and let o womat support me! It
would have boen bhetter if 1 had died,
Then you'd have hud my lnsurance
10 live on and's

She preased one of her 11ttle hands
reprovingly across his mouth,

“Hush!" sho rebuked, "you musin't
spenk so, IUs & Joy to be able to do

che

noything for you, Tom. 1 love to,
s no sacrifice at all, And o &
month or two''=—

“In a month or two," he supple-

mented, *1 shall have to o llmiping
wraund in scarch of work., 1ar, Doe-

wife's side by the table Bhe bad purses, medicines, delicacles — w)! tor bprugue tells e the Stuylof

L

object of the wvisit,

“Mra, Price he bogan, “this is
probably nu sort of time to come bore
talking business, But Legrind boed-
gered me untld I consented to. His
tour starts in a week. He still de-
clares that no soprano but yourseif
can do justios to thoss songs of his,
And he seems to think | have vuough
Influence  over you to make you
chunge your mind. He also autnor-
fzes me to add 25 per cont. to the
terms he offered you before, and to
priidse you, na a bonus, & pereontoge
on the reoelprs”

"I'm afrald it's no use, Professor,”
sald Laura, her sweet voles vibennt
with a resrret that did not escape Tom,
“My husband doos not"——

“Mr. Price!"™ broke in Legrand, Im-
pulsively, “perhaps you don't realize
what this means to your wifa, As a
mere business man, you may not
know that | am Just now one of the
moat popular music composers In
Ameriea, The concert tour g to ex-
plait ey sones, sung as 1 Intended
them ta be sung, 1, mysel?, shall be
at the piano.  That, by itsell, Insurcs
the success of the tour, 1 am offor-
hig your wite an opportunity for
which muny lyrle sopranos of estid-
linhed reputation would be humbly
grateful. 1 am econferring a hgh
honor on your wile by asking"=—

“The highest honor & man can con-
for on anotlier man's wife,” Inter.
posed Tom, “is to let her alons. At
iwopt, that Is the way 1 regard such
things. 1 may be hopelossly  old-
fashioned, Bup'te—

"You are,"” Legrand assured him,
quite untouchod by the snub, “and,
let me tell you, If she sings In these
conaerts of mine, and if she acores a
sucoens i them, her fortune s mado.
She will be besieged by offers from
mianugers. She''—

"Thut lx tvue, Mr Price sald Pro-
femsor Burgent, "it b stated ratber

| LT

wee ety Than gon sara in haar
o Pat it e antivaly trae Mre I'riea

®iL aet amly remwien fur NEhor tarma
Fortum toar tham a-of | have honen
wf il singer o gt ol e el
slan Rave g chanes by maka 8 name
Pk harneil A Bhams that ahe “an poin
Wt money Win a voies Hea
fime o

#om hae afready made & name for
hormaif, e " patarted Tom, ‘she made
I &t lhe aitat, The aame of Vrica'
Not an agaltad nene, parhape  hat |
Leilavm and Cops aha (e guits oontent
St Ahe nesda no ataee ¢

Yo musindaratand L A A
weaiad Margent, | meant Lo sayoe-

bt Bawgrand sut Kim short, by in-
tor s et ife

laule here, Mr, Pries, int's apeal
rt.u.u. I ve made inquiries abemi jou,

lemrn that youw'ra Fflal broks, That
oo va g Mog lald by --in short
that you're tip het l; [
hipe of g aul 1n maka a llving
sume monthe (9 sams, [eew

“Fhat (8 my affale'” snuppad Tom,

“It tan't  eontradioted  [ogrand,
“1'm your wife'n, (U's sha wha sulfare
by I, m lung ahotl worse than you.
Al tnim smud, ol fashilonsd talk sbout
p wifem waae Being In Lhe home may
he poremet anoy@h, ol long an her hie.
il han a folriy comnfortable Lome
te mive her. Hit you can't wive her
anyihing. Margent saym shia Das rven
Lat to mell her prana tio keep vou from
warving, If you were A miuwsivian
you'd yoderstang Whal that masus o
3 I*'n ke giving up her right
You can't #ive hep anything,
) I wtnrve to death with you. Yel
yau refims hoe o chanea to mnke A

{ w ot & orenutation”

UYau are mistoken,” sald Tom cold-
Iy, *1 am giving ner n clancn (o kaed
her repatation. Am for my not being
phle o provide for her, that s no con-
eern of yours™

tinnd

“Toml!" protested Laura, troubled
at her husband's rudenvss to thelr
Euest,

tvice's eyes met hers. He saw in
her tuce the sharp disappointinent in-
volved by his refusal.  He reoallud all
she had done for bhitn—ull she had
sutfored and saerificed on his acoount
=all that this "¢hance” meant to her,

Moreover, ha reflected, what right
had ho to refuse hor Lhe opportunity
o make 8 livellbood, now that he
could no longer earn ono for her?

“How long s the tour?' he ashed,
hesitatingly.

“Pun wooks," replied Lexrand, with
mudden eagoerness,  “We open noxt
Munday night in Galveston. We close
0 New York just ten weeks later.”

“Tom!" cried Laurn, joyous incre-
Aulity Lringing a fush to her cheeka
and a new Jght to her eyes, as she
read D'rice's expression, "Tom! Do
SUl mesan you are really golng to et
mo go?'*

Tum nodded, in silent wretchednenss,

“tiood for you, old man!" appluuded
Bargent. .

“1 congratulate you on coming at
last to your scnnes, Mr, Price,' added
the dellghted Legrand, “You will
nevar bo sorry for this. I thank you
with all my heart*

ULdon't want your thanks," growled
Tom, ungraciously. 1'm doing this
on her pecount, Not an yours. [ owa
ft to her, And 1 pay my debts”

Three days lnter Laura I'rice aot
forth from home to join the lLegrand
Conecert Company ut Calveston,

Tot could hobble painfuily around
the Mat by this tine, The funds from
the plane's siule would provide for him
for the present and for the wages of
an elderly woaiman who had been hired
to keep house fur him in his wife's
absence.

Hofore the ready money should be
gone the family exohequer would be
relnforced by suoh suing as Laura
could forward 1o him from her salary,

Laura was fubilant. Her life dream
had at last come true. The wvoloe
Tom loved-—the voieo her friends and
toncher proised—was to be heard hy
the musie world at large, She would
b kble to take her place among the
recognised singers of the day,

If she should make good—and thers
was no doubt of this, In her heart—
her font would be Nrmly pleced op
the ladider of fame; the ladder on
whose loftier rungs stood Melba and

.
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An for Tom, onee having mads ap
Nis mind, Ne aald not & ward te indi.
fala tha haartlirenk that was hin In
iting  Laura acoept the [oagrand
offer, he had mnd? e life's suprame
sacrifion of aeif offsermmont. e had

1al bis own happiuess for hers,

For s knaw ha and sha would
LAl n e an onea they had
bean, M knew, (00, that during avery
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tred by a gnawing Jesiousy that
Would rond his soul ae tha fange of
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Alrendy s hated Legrand,
Rated the somposet' n saay ol onnlyn.
Do, his mell axeurince, o asauinp-
tHow of the 4ire of w Celiygueror, Fom
bgan tu reneminr, anew, seiaps of
Kosmlp he hnd heard voncerning the
man's sucieas wilh Waliienh,

And It was tg theecompanionsilp of
thin handsamie rival-sided ovar Ly
the subtie bond of musie—that Teom
Frice wag going 1o sarcendor hin dear
wife for ten wooks! Fhe thousbt
drove him well nig franti

Tomn was Jealous, o, i logser de-
grow, of the other members of the
troupe and of the pubio at lurge, who
were o Bake ot dssurn's lovellnsws
nnd who perhaps would regard her
A A mmere slage performer wWnose
moruly wore hght and whose husbaad
wan a willy figurehead,

I'he ugony of Price's long llncas
hod been an nothing to the angiush
of mind that was now Lis. Yol, by
shiner golf-controlshe kupt Hin torture
to himsell; showing oe hint of 14 to
Lavurn, lest he mar hor nlinost Infan-
tilo rapture over the prospect of the
tour.

Not until the minuta of her depars
ture did he sny anything that could
hint at the terror and pain of soul
thist were consuning hinn It waw as
he wos bldding her goodby und God-
speed that he apoke,

“Littie  gweelhowrt,” he faltered,
holding har very closs te him, “prom-
Ine e somoeithing. Homelhing that
means more to me than 1 could make
you understand, even if 1 wanted to,
I'romise me."

“Why, darling,” she answered, In
surprise at his ill-repressed vehem.
cnce, "I'll promise you unything in
:h'nz. world, You krdow that, What s
t

“Promise you'll be trua to me while
you're awny-—and forever and ever'

Bhe drew bpck from him and looked
np into his pain-hnggard fuce with a
flush of Indignation.

“"Why, Tom!" she exelalmred, “do
you know you are insulting me? It
In an Insult for any man to doubt
hin wife's Joyalty.”

“Forgive me!” he hegged, “bhut you
Know how foullehly jealous I am, and
how I shull be worrying. Make my
mind easier by promising.”

She saw the piteous appeal In his
oyes, anid her heart softened.  As
though spenking to a frightencd child,
ahe made answer:

“I promise, Tom; I promise fulth.
fully. Tut—it's absurd of you to
think for a moment that 1 need such
w promise to keep me trie to you"

1 know,” he suld, humbly, "I
know, dear. But—you have made me
vary happy. just the same, hy giving

me your pramise, For 1 know you
never break your word, I'll fes]| eanter
now."

“You'ra a allly, sllly hoy!” she ehid-
ad, "hut, momohow, [ love you all the
more  for 1t, And,” she broke off,
“when 1 get hack you'll he all well
and strong agaln. Isn't that a won-
derful thing to look forward toT*

“The most wondarful thing to look
forward to.” he mald, kissing her, “in
— L

From the ountset ths concert tour
meared a genuine success.  And the
sucenss plled up ns the tour eon-
tinued and as lta fame proceded 1t
from city to city,

The bulk of the honora went to tha
hitherta unknown yYoung lyrle so-
prane, Laurn Price,  Her beauty and
her peraonnl charm, almost as much
as her maorvellous voles, earried her
straight onward to complote and un-
mistakable triumph,

Before the tour wns hnlf ended she
woa overwhelmed by offers from
managors and agenta. Her name and
tamo and fortune were made,

Owing to her personil success the
tour's receipts swelled beyond Le-
grond's most alry hopos. Liaura's per-
eoentage of the profits assumed a slize
that Awarfad the memory of all the
money she and Tom had ever pos-
geaned,  Mor month's salnpry alone,
npart from  percentagcs, was more
than poor Tom Pries had earned In
a year,

Throughout she did not let vietory
go to her brain or make her other
than the echarmingly girlish and sim-
ple woman she had alwayvs besn, Her
dully home letters to Toun were tull
of innncently vain accounts of her
trivmphs, but they were also full of
the almost m:lp-rnnl love she hore the
invalld, nnd of her longing to be with
him once more.

Ona cloud: alone—apart from ab-
senen  from Tom—marred the suns
shine of tha trip. From tho outset
Legrand bad assumed toward her an
alr of half-protective tenderness, that
was a0 subtls as to render Jt diffi-
cult to prevent and still more ditricult
ta resent,

e was always at Laura's #ide, un-
dor womo pretext or other, always
guarding her welfare or looking ovut
for her comfort, beyond that of the
other members of the troupe

Logrund's manner toward
wholly deferential, hut it wna pro-
prietary, tuo, Laura feit that the
other singera and the manager must
certainly draw erroneous conclusions
from It. Yot she could do or say
uothing to deter her wdmirer,

Legrand was u shrewd student of
womuankind, and a pastmuaster in the
nre of love-maoking. Ho was far too
clover to wreck his supposed chancon
with Laura by openly declaring his
feclinga toward her so early In the
actlon,  Moreover, ns she was the
bnekbons of his tour's success, he
dared not risk offending her.

8o instead of the "whirlwind cam-

lgn" which he preferred, he ndroit.
vy udvanced, inch by lnch, so imper-
ceptibly nm to make It jtiposaible for
her to eheek him,

Ho anid aothing—ha did nothing—
that could give her causs for anger
or for reproof. Yet awiways he wove
about her s subtle wab of attenplons
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the Lilt of the
Her fingers ¢

er

had selzed her.

Her wtflun‘f.hlnd fell by chance upon

convulsively about It
Scarcely realizing what she did, the frantic
woman struck out wildly at the man who

that lny on the plano.

That was daly wecoming stronger and
lwm sy Lo macnpn froam

Vapariy wiem foit thin Bt shin rould
Ao fBithing untll samas avart word ey
dasd ahauld wring the mas  within
ranah of hear goarn

As for wiriting & word of all tnie ta
Tom aha was far too sansibie (o do
wich & fatal thing. Mhe knaw his
Jraliuny and that a mera hint wad
ANouEn ta fan it inte murderous fame
By sarely purtied aa te what she
ANENT Lo Mo, Ahe Kept e oW o unesl
—and walted,

“Itm that ehuckis-headsd hushand
af hers wno koops us spart,” Leagrand
once Lold Lis chium. the managee.  “If
I oould getl him 1o give her up sha'd
marry tne in & minats Know ans

would 1 don't bolinve ahe loves Bl
Hha can't Andt sven though aiis
owmp't Abow L, 1 can il e has
i=arned to cars for ma Mut whe's

h goodd wormnei, And sis fasls bound
1o may trus to hin It ho sl be
made to divp her or divares Lar she'd
murey wn An font we wo could got a

ministnr to parforin the ceramony ™
The Lowr wiks neir.ng an onld Un
the morning wiier the Hrst convert in

Ibwton, begrand sent for Laura and
ths colitralto L coute to Nis sulte of

s i the botel at wihich the «ome-
pany Wik siay g e winhed, o sald,
L KO OVer Dow songn with each of
themn.

“Ind you ses the papera?™ he nsked
them an they came inta his mtting
rovets,  "They've given us the hest
nolicem wo've had yel AL this rate
wo'll carry New York by storm. As
usiiwl, Mrs Price, the eritlc M CTURY
over your singing. And, hy the way,
would you care 1o glapes over theso
prias notices for the New York ens-
ngement while Mres, Moeldonaid and
I run over this ancore sotg of hera?™

In remarkabily short tme the con-
tralto hud sung tho ehcore sung to
the conipuner-acconipanist’'s satlafao=-
tion,  Pleading a shopping appolinte
ment, she wont out, leaving Legrand
and Lawurn together,

0f late Laurs had begun to notice
people seemod to have a habit of go-
ihg out and leaviong them alone tos
m;:her. Bhie perplexedly wonderosd
why.

Aa moon as the contralto had gone
Legrand arranged a sheet of manus
seript music on the plano,

“Ie a forld, melodranatle thing,™
ho told her. "1 eall 1t the 'Dugger
Mo 1 pleked up o queer old dirk
At u curio shop the other day., And it
suddenly oecurred to me that, though
thers are dozens of ‘Sword Sougs,” no
one ever wrote o "Dagger Hong' Bo
I wrote this. Here” picking up an
antique knife from the tabie. “ia the
dager that Inspired 1t

He handed her the weapon. Sha
It:m:cli'-i shudderingly at its rusty
lade,

“I like to think those dark stains
on the hilt nre of blood!" he sald,

“Urh!™ she shivered, dropplng the
dnirier on the plano top und rubbing
her fingers with her handkerohief,
"And to think 1 touched it, Let's ot
At the song, 1f It 10 a8 grucsoms am
the dagker itaoif I warn you I shau't
st 1t"

She tossed the handkerchief down
oh the plano, and bent over to read
the music, as Legrand hegan to play
the prelude, lar brenth wns warm
on his cheeit. And it thrilied him to
the soul.

He needed all hin will-power to go
on playine ns thoagh she were not 4o
closo hestde him., Yet he dorsd not
spenk the ardent words that sprang
to his Hpa,

After a time she departed to her
own ror s, taking the song with her,
She had not hean gone twa minutvs
when the outer door of Legrand's
sitting room was flung violently apvn,

Tom Frica stood on the threshold,

“Whera (s my wife? he detnanded,

without other forin of greating: his
angEry  eyex  searching the sltting
room. At the oftice desk they sald

ahe wasn't In her rooms. [ met your
mannger in the lobby., He told me I
would probahly find her in your
sulte”

“sha just atepped out™ answored
Leprand, a sudden |dea flashing into
his mind. *“But {f you care to walt,
she'll be back agaln in & few min-
utens™

“Yau neem pretty sure of 14" sald

ugnaclously,
T?"f‘\‘zz- KouIint T be?” was the
enrclesa rejoinder; "I ought to be by
this time™

A fulse pote In tha elahorn'e enra-
jeasnesa  eanght Tom's  attention,
though he only In part translatod it

“I don't heliova you,” he declared.
1 don't helleve my wife comes to
runr puite at all, I beliove yuu're ly-
n. * e

“When 1 talk to a drunknrd or a
ernzy man,” scoffed Legrand, I don't
resent things he says. BBt if yon
want my proof,” his insolent  gaze
roved over the room, “that's a hand«
kerchief of hers lying on the piano
yonder.”

Tom swoaped down upon the hand-
korchief, shaking It out and holding 1t
tao the lght, In one cornecr it bore
Laura's familiar monogram, The hus-
band et 1t Autter to the floor, Hins
hond sank on his broast, All at onece
the youth and hope and energy
seemed to be stricken from him,

“What are you dJdylng here, anys
wiy? asked Logrand, well ploased
with thea impression he had ereated.
“She told me you were atill too Jae
to wnlk."

“Tha doctor told me my leg wia
souind aguln three days ago' sald
Tom, "1 dldn’t write her about ft, 1
ran on here instead to surprisa her,
Bhe''—

“1t'1l surprise her,” asmonted Ta-
grand with a sneering grin, “though
mayhbe not guite In the way you wers
fool enotigh to hops. Sha counted on
vour heing tied by the leg In your
pwn Httle rube town for another Two
weeks at the very least, Shoe sald she
was counting on that much more va-
catlon, anyhow."

JEha 4l not say that” asid Tem

Hftang hie wd and siaring dneediy
At Wi ¢ praney Loy Tou s

I 1aid v | pay ne attantion G
inatiw' pavings fsturnsd |"'.“

"Mt pow Yooure i thers e some-
thing I do want o vay ta you, If you
DAYa aanse encakh e ub derstand
e,

r_"l want 1o hear nothing from you

Hut yuu'll have to hear it, just the
sams,’ reasumel Lagrand "It oome
ORrne yuur wife. | love her. Bhe
lves ma. We waul e marry, You
®and in our way in the wa
hiar happlnoes lHava you mnnu
sRGlED (o wet her fres so #he can be
Mappy I '

Fom waped dully st him, wscarce
camprehsnting  Logrund, ralsing hie
Vulio w Jttie, ue ¢} En addreasing a
dont muh, continum Impntisnily

Wl you wet hier from?

Cur #hotkh ta Ko on
her varnlnpn?

vrr ‘f.‘
for 11fe liviax on
We are wi ing to pefi-

mion you if you insist un such blaoke
il Mut

Mo got no fur'se®. With a words
iows yoll of fury JVom Price leaped
forwnrid 11 left flat aanehe l.rgrand
®Mithrely on the point of the juw,

Vi ciinposer cranhed (o the Soor
ke o polisd ox and iy guivering and
aviiscienn At P'ries's font

With senrenly a glanea at hin
Tom wirade from the wulte Alllﬂ'm
curtidoar he r ), him brain afire.
Around o ocorner he wont hlll‘ldl".'
almieasly, then around ancther, Press
ontly e found himself at o sthlrhead,
Without wniting for the elevator, Be
lutiged down the two Mighte of stalrs
to the lobby Therea hie mank 100 &
chnie and teted to think ¢learly. L

It wam a long Hime hefars hin brale
eawid be forced Into normal reasons
ing, Then, bit by bit, he began Lo Pe-
view o svens he had just enocted
with Lermnd, And on cooler refleo-

lon Tom was more knd mors me-
pressed with the bellef that the come-
poser ad beon lving to him. .

None of Price's memories of Laurs
hore out Le I's viln hints. She
loved her husbasd, Hhe had rolemnly
promined to b true.  Hhe would not
break hor pledgod word, For some
purposo of his uwn Legrand had teled
to Llavken her in Tom's eves

“Tuat man neads 4 good deal worse
thraahtoe than | gove him™ muttered
I'rice st last, gstting to his feot. “And
' going back W give it to him. I'll
hammar bim into confessing the truth
wbout Laura, even iF 1 go to jall for
T

Ia retraced his wtaps toward Le-
grand's third-flonr suato.

The composer In the mean time had
grivlunliy recoversd from the knook-
out ulow, Hising bewlldernd from
the Hoor, ba bllnked about him, then
Lognn te nurse his swelling jaw,

A tap at the door aroused him, and
cloared his muddied brain. For he
recoknlend Laurn's volce, calling tor
adinittunes,

“Coma io," e anawered,

“Where 4% ho?" gueried Laure,
sagerlty luoking about her.

W s we—who ! he svaded.

"Where 18 Tum? § met the mans
ager In the hall just now, He says
Tom s hote and that he came to your
sulta to find me'

lLogrand wus dolng soms rapld
thinking, deapite his brain's jarred
condition, Ile had lost his rumfn.l:s
planned gnme, Tom's arrival
spoiled svervthing. And more than
proably  whon Laura should hear
what had pussod betwsen her huse
band and himsoif, she would abandon
tha tour. Unless—unless she really
lovedl Legrand., And that must be
docided e once,

“Where did Tom go?” wshe was
asking.

Without answering Legrand caught
her in his arms, and held her there
despite her strugeles. He sought to
ralse her foce to his, She pushed
him bock, but he grasped her the
more closcly to him,

Her outflung hand fell by chanoe
upon the hilt of the dagmer that lay
on the plano.  Her fingers closed cons
vulsively nbout It.

Hearcely reslizing what she did, and
thinking puly to fend oft the hateful
fuee §lut a0l 8o florcely toward
hor own, the frantie woman struck
out wildly at the man who had seised
her

Lagrand's grip relaxed. He gave &
eoupghing gasp, then eollapsed ln &
lifeloss tieap at hor foet,

Laura, stlil holding the 4
whose kKeon clpge had wseversd -
gratud’'s carotid artery, looked down
blankly ot the dying man, Seel
the blond on the blude, she shriske

-

—=aggaitc and again, wntil the whole
corrlider re-echoed with her cries,

Tom Prive, nearing the suite door,
wis first of fifty running peopls to
reach the sgpot, As he entered the
room Laura Jdropped the dageer and
ran towasd han with arms  oute
ptrotohed,

“Pom!™ mhe walled  hysterically.
“Oh, Tom! 1 have come back to you
at lust, You were pight when you
sald this was no life for me. Taks
me homo!"

“Here!” rasped the house detective,
rushing into the room at the hend of
a dozen puesty and servants, “what's
the troulle?"

He caught sizht of Legrand and of
he dngger at his side,

“Who  did thie? he demanded,
whirllug about ty fuce Tom. “"Was It
you

“Yos” answered Tom eventy, "1
diqd It. T'm rendy to pay. It was
worth—

“Hao did not!™ sereamed Laura, ™It
wan [! 1 killed him.™

“Come along hinth of you," ordered
the house detective, pulling handeufts
from his pocket, “It's up to the court
10 decldo whirh of you Is going to the
cheir.  All T've got to do 18 to turn
you over to the cops. Come along!™

(End of Ninth Story))
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